





"Can | Punch Him?" 


Q. A boy at school threatened to hit me 
the other day. He’s quite a bully. What 
should I do if he carries out his threat? 
Can I haul off and punch him?—Laury, age 
13, Florida. 


A. Jesus told us what to do in a case like 
this. He said, if your enemy hits you on 
one cheek, you should offer to let him hit 
you on the other cheek too. Paul said that 
if someone is mean to us, we should be 
nice to him—give him something to eat 
when he’s hungry, or a cold drink when 
he’s thirsty. Solomon said that when some- 
one speaks angrily we should answer 
gently. Read the texts for yourself: Luke 
6:29; Romans 12:20; Proverbs 15:1. 

One thing is sure, your punching this 
boy on the nose is not going to make him 
like you any more than his punching you 
on the nose would make you like him. 


Q. I like to read a lot but my mother 
just wants me to read religious things. I 
like to read religious things but I like to 
read about other things like history, which 
is educational.—Daniel, age 12, Wisconsin. 


A. Your mother is wise in urging you 
to read religious books and magazines. It 
is important to learn all we can about 
religious subjects. 

But does God want us to spend all our 
time doing only religious reading? That 
is your question. 

Let’s think of it this way. Does God 
want us to call every day a holy day? He 
commands us to keep the seventh day holy, 
but the fact is He doesn’t want us to make 
every day a Sabbath. It would be sin to 
do so. 

God lets us have money and He asks us 
to give some back to Him. But he does 
not ask us to give it all to Him. He expects 
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us to use some of the money to buy food 
and clothes and books and toys. 

So we can be quite sure God wants us 
to spend some of our time reading reli- 
gious books, but He doesn’t want us to 
spend all our reading time this way. 

You would like to read history. Good. 

Back around 1820 when God was get- 
ting ready to let the people of the world 


were about to be fulfilled, a man by 
name of William Miller was impressed t 
study his Bible. But he also studied history. 
Through this study of the Bible and his- 
tory he came to the conclusion that God 
was going to do something tremendous in 
1843 or 1844, and that it was high time the 
people were getting ready for the event. 
Had he studied only his Bible, or had he 
studied only history, he would not have 
learned this important truth. It was a bal- 
ance in his reading that led him to see the 
light God was wishing to reveal. 

Right now the denomination needs 
young men who are thoroughly acquainted 
with history. And we need men who know 
chemistry and physics and archeology, and 
languages, and many other subjects. 

Of course, Daniel, you want to be sure 
that the history books you read are accu- 
rate. There are many books available that 
give the reader wrong ideas. You shouldn’t 
waste your time on them. 


know that certain great Bible an by of 


Q. I know it isn’t right to read ordinary 
comics, but what about historical comics? 
—Beth, age 12, New Mexico. 


A. I should say, at your age, you’re old 
enough to call all comics kid stuff. Any 
historical comics I’ve seen haven’t been too 
accurate anyway. Leave them alone. Re- 
member your age and ask your teacher 
or librarian to help you choose some books 
that a girl as old as you can get some real 
good out of. 

If you have a question that’s bothering 
you, write to JUNIOR GUIDE, Washingto 
12, D.C., and we'll try to answer it. Plea 
be sure to write your name clearly and in- 
clude your address and age. 


Your friend, 


hai Ware? 











RUNAWAY STAR 





By MARYANE G. MYERS 


Z TOOK courage to shout at Powden 
because everybody knew Powden was 
the neighborhood bully. But Karen was so 
worked up she didn’t care what Powden 
might do to her. “Stop beating that horse!” 
she shouted, and her pretty face was red 
with anger. 

Pow, as he was called, lowered the large 
stick in his hands and walked toward her. 

“If you don’t mind your own business 
you'll get bumps on your head—big ones!” 
he sneered. “No girl’s going to tell me what 
to do, so just be still!” 

Karen did not shift her gaze from his un- 
pleasant face. “You have no right to beat 
Star,” she said slowly. “She isn’t yours, and 


she isn’t bothering anybody. She’s just graz- 
ing where she was tied.” 

“I said, ‘Be still,” Pow repeated. 

Two smaller boys who were Pow’s com- 
panions picked up a few stones and threw 
them defiantly at the frightened young horse. 

The animal tried to run but she was tied 
with a chain. She whinnied in distress. 

“Stop!” Karen ordered, “or I'll tell Star’s 
owner. I mean it!” 

Pow stepped closer. “You wouldn’t dare.” 

“Don’t be so sure.” 

“Then you'd better think again.” 

“I’m not afraid of you,” Karen reminded 
him, and turned on her heel and walked 
away. To page 19 


Star was so angry she charged furiously at Pow, who hid trembling behind a tree in the pasture. 
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From Indian Fighter to Saint 


By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 


Chapter 2 


pat had been watching a ship loading in 
Portland harbor. He watched the sailors 
drag onto the boat a man they had kid- 
naped. Then he felt something hit him on the 
head and he passed out. When he awoke 
he was on the boat far out to sea. He was 
lying on the deck, and men were running 
around so near to him, they could have 
stepped on his fingers. 

His head was bursting. He felt gingerly 
and found a bump as big as a goose egg 
right over his left ear. The pain was so ter- 
rible it seemed as if his eyes would fall out. 
He looked up at the stars and was surprised 
to see that they looked the same as they did 
from Wyoming and Denver and Utah. 

By morning he had decided that rebel- 
lion would do no good. It would be wise to 
make the best of the situation and if the 
boat stopped at Hawaii, he could sneak off 
and get passage home someway. 

But he didn’t have a chance. For the 
crew were watching for such things and 
when the ship reached Hawaii, Bill and the 
other men who had been forced onto the 
boat were kept under close guard. 

When they got onto the open Pacific 
again, Bill decided the ocean was badly 
named, for it was fearfully stormy. At one 
time the sky was as black as ink, and the 
roar of the tempest was so loud Bill could 
hardly hear a human voice. The waves were 
so high, Bill thought any moment they 
would go higher than the mastheads and 
completely swallow the ship. 

For the first time in his life he tried to 


pray, but he didn’t know how and finally 
gave up in despair. 

In the midst of the storm, the captain de- 
cided that something had to be done up in 
the rigging, and ordered Bill and another 
fellow who had been shanghaied to go up. 
It seemed certain death, and neither of them 
started up. But the captain ordered them to 
be beaten with the leather fire buckets if they 
wouldn't go. 

Two years passed before Bill sailed into 
Portland again, and when he did he got off 
and away from the ship faster than he had 
done anything in all his life. And he was 
determined to leave Portland too. Nothing 
his sister or brother-in-law could say could 
change his mind. He headed for Colorado. 
There were no Indians to fight any more, 
but he had heard of the mines in Leadville, 
and there he went. 

And there it was that he met Mamie, the 
first Sabbathkeeper he had seen. Mamie, the 
first person who ever bested him in an argu- 
ment, and who planted the first little seed 
of the love of truth in his heart. 

After he had worked in the mines for a 
while, he decided to go back to Indiana, the 
place where he had been born and reared. 
He was now twenty-four years old. He felt 
as if he was a hundred. 





When he walked into the little row 


where he was born, he passed the cemetery 
where his mother had been buried twelve 
years before. On an impulse, he turned in, 
and discovered that her grave did not have 
even a marker. The weeds were high and 








JUNIOR oom is published and printed every Wednesday by the Review and Herald Publishing Assn., Washin; 


12, B.c., 


Assn., 


4 {| JUNIOR GUIDE 


S.A. Second-class postage ~— at Washington, D.C. Copyright, 
Washington 12, D.C. 


1959, Review and Herald Publishing 





ere agurter atts 


Seen” 


The 


ee 


Pe AEA, F 





JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


carpenter beside Bill stopped working and pointed with his hammer toward the west. “Look at 


that sun!” he exclaimed, and his voice seemed to quiver as he spoke. “The Sabbath is about to begin!” 


the grass uncut. He took off his hat, and 
thought again of how kind his mother had 
been, and how different his life would have 
been if she had lived. 

Then he went to find where his father 
was living. He was not prepared for what 
he saw. His father was a broken-down old 
man. His second wife had gotten all the 
money she could and had left him after just 
a few months of marriage. Now he was liv- 
ing alone in the old house, and the place was 
a shambles. 

“Stay home with me, Billy,” his father 
said. “I need you bad, and I'll do well by 
you.” 

Bill found some work and stayed with 
his father for a while, but he did not know 
what to do with the house. It was so untidy, 
it seemed as if it could only be straightened 
out by blowing it up with dynamite and 
starting over. There were clothes and trash 
everywhere, even bags of sprouting potatoes 
in the parlor, and old milk buckets and 
boxes of nails and rolls of binder twine and 
barbed wire in the guest bedroom and the 
dining room. Over all was a layer of dust. 
It seemed too big a job ever to get in order. 


Bill had almost given up in despair, when 
Pearlie, a neighbor, suggested one day, 
“Why don’t you hire Sophia Gelstepper to 
come in and help you get it cleaned a little 
at a time? Her husband died of typhoid 
last spring a year ago, and she’s working 
hard to keep her little girls. There’s not a 
lazy bone in her body.” 

So Bill sent word by the neighbor to the 
young widow who needed help, telling her 
to come when she could and he would leave 
the door unlocked. He told her in a note 
that if she needed any cleaning supplies to 
get them at the store and he would pay for 
them. 

When Bill and his father got home that 
evening, Sophia had worked all day. And 
for the first time since he had come home 
Bill saw the color of the linoleum in the 
kitchen. The cupboards were cleaned and 
the dishes were stacked the way his mother 
used to have them, gleaming and bright. 
Great heaps of paper bags, boxes, trash, 
corncobs, and spoiled fruit were in boxes 
by the kitchen door on the porch. 

Billy came in. He went to the corner cup- 


To page 15 
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THOMAS DUNBEBIN, ARTIST 


As John was trying to grope his way past the barracks, dogs rushed out and attacked him fiercely. 


Chapter 9: Black Angels 


with aching feet John plodded along 
the railway track toward the next vil- 
lage. Before long he found that there were 
high bluffs on one side and a deep and dan- 
gerous swamp on the other. The only pos- 
sible way he could go was over a long 
bridge ahead of him. But, as usual, this 
bridge had a fort at one end. It was being 
guarded by a group of Russian soldiers 
whom the people around called the Black 
Angels. John didn’t know this. To him the 
soldiers were objects of terror. 

There was no way to go forward except 
over this bridge, and that way seemed to 
lead straight back into a Russian prison. 
John pulled his cap down to cover as much 
of his face as possible, and walked on ap- 
parently unconcerned. Reaching the other 
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end, he saw only one soldier, who merely 
glanced at him and asked no questions. 

He had got safely past this military post! 
John knew there would not be another 
check point for several miles, so he con- 
tinued to walk the tracks. 

He had hoped to reach the next city be- 
fore sundown, but darkness crept over the 
land before there was any sign of a settle- 
ment. The Manchurian evangelist had 
warned him not to remain outside the 
town after dark because many bandits 
roamed the country. 

Finally, John saw lights in the distance 
and soon entered a small town. Inn after inn 
he found closed, but at length he found one 
open and entered it. 

While he was eating the usual Manchu- 





. ESCAPE from SIBERIA 


By VIRGIL E. ROBINSON 


rian supper, word spread that there was a 
European in the inn. The men and boys of 
the place flocked to the dingy room to see 
him. But John was used to this now, and 
calmly finished his supper and lay down to 
sleep. This was not easy as the room was 
crowded and the air filled with smoke. 
When he awoke, his head ached and his 
eyes smarted. He found that many cattle had 
been brought into the room to help keep 
the people warm. Rather than remain in 
such surroundings, he started out into the 
night. 

Several times he lost his way. Dawn came, 
but his difficulties were not yet over, for a 
thick fog lay over all the country. Groping 
his way through this, John suddenly came 
upon some barracks. Dogs rushed out, at- 
tacking him savagely. His chief fear, how- 
ever, was not of the dogs but of the soldiers 
inside the barracks. 

So fierce was the attack of the dogs that 
John beat them off only with the greatest 
difficulty. By the time he was able to escape 
into the fog, he no longer had his walking 
stick, for he had broken it to pieces on those 
dogs. The soldiers came out to see why the 
dogs were barking, but by then John was 
once more swallowed up in the haze. The 
@: had first betrayed him into danger, now 
it had delivered him from it. 

In the middle of the morning John came 
to a fairly good-sized city. The evangelist at 
Shwang-cheng had given him the name 
of a Christian shopkeeper in this place. 
John soon found him and was made most 
welcome. The shopkeeper took him to a 
guest room and let him spend several hours 
resting. In the afternoon he set out again. 

Two Russian guards halted him at a rail- 


way crossing and demanded his passport. As 
he had none, they talked together as to what 
they should do with him. One of them 
wondered whether he might not be a run- 
away soldier. They knew the hardships of a 
soldier’s life in the Russian Army and may 
have felt sympathy for someone trying to 
escape from it. At any rate, after a few mo- 
ments’ discussion, they waved John on his 
way. 

Hour after hour he plodded along, his 
weary feet growing more sore with every 
mile. He wrapped cloths around them but 
still found it impossible to go more than fif- 
teen miles in a day. 

One morning he was invited to ride with 
a Manchurian in one of the large two- 
wheeled carts common in that country, but 
after traveling a short distance he found the 
jolting so severe that he was actually glad 
when the cart turned east and his road led 
south and he had to get out and walk again. 

Although his destination in America 
still lay many thousands of miles away, he 
daily felt more and more certain that he 
would surely somehow arrive there safely. 
The Lord who had guided and protected 
him through so many miles and had de- 
livered him from such terrible dangers 
would surely guide him through to the end. 

At the next village John found a Catho- 
lic mission, where he was given food and a 
place to rest. Here he was told a little about 
the road ahead and warned that he would 
have to be particularly careful in the next 
town, for it contained a Russian fort and 
many soldiers. 

After leaving the mission, John followed 
a cart for a short distance until it came to a 
flooded field lying beneath a heavy layer of 
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ice. The cart turned away, but John pressed 
on across. On the other side he climbed a 
steep bank. A most desolate scene spread 
out before his eyes. There were sand dunes 
in all directions. Night was coming on once 
more and he could see no sign of shelter un- 
til, climbing over these dunes, he suddenly 
came to a little village. From here there was 
no sign of any kind of road. So he just struck 
out across the fields, still heading south. 

Suddenly he came to another Russian 
fort. The old fear gripped his heart until he 
found that the fort was old and abandoned. 
Not far away, however, he saw a garrison 
of soldiers and avoided them. Before long he 
came up with a company of men driving 
some mules loaded with firewood, and de- 
cided to walk with them, although they were 
going much more slowly than he wished to 
travel. At length they came to a town and 
here John decided to spend the night at the 
local inn. The people were extremely 
friendly, but John needed sleep more than 
anything else. Once again he brought out 
the Chinese Testament and one of the 
company read for several hours while the 
weary traveler slept. 

By dawn he was once more forcing his 
weary, blistered feet along the frozen road. 
About noon he crossed the railway line, 
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and, as usual, the barracks were in plain 
sight. He stopped for a few moments to con- 
sider what he should do. As there was no 
way around, he decided to go forward to 
the crossing where an officer, a soldier, and 
a man in civilian clothing saw him. The 
civilian turned out to be an interpreter. The 
officer called out in a gruff voice for John to 
halt. 

“Where are you going, and who are 
you?” he demanded in Russian. 

John pretended that he could not under- 
stand the question. The officer turned to the 
interpreter and told him to repeat the ques- 
tion in German, which he did, but still 
John gave no sign of understanding. 

“Ask him in English,” was the officer's 
next command. 

“Who are you, and where be you going?” 
the interpreter stammered in English. 

“I am an evangelist,” John replied truth- 
fully, “and I have been visiting a mission 
station and am now on my way to the next 
town.” 

Apparently the interpreter did not un- 
derstand English very well, but he had no 
desire to reveal his ignorance to the officer. 
He turned to the officer and went into a 
long explanation in Russian of how this 

To page 18 
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ANIMALS DO AMAZING 
@ THINGS WITH THEIR TAILS 


By GRACE V. WATKINS 


| YOUR pal Jimmy said to you, “Isn't it 
silly for animals to have tails! If I were 
an animal I wouldn’t want one,” would 
Jimmy be right or wrong? 

He’d be wrong! Animal tails have more 
uses than there are spoonfuls of ice cream 
in a gallon. 

Some animals couldn’t live without their 
tails. Alligators, crocodiles, and whales use 
their tails as propellers to drive them for- 
ward when they go looking for food. 

Animal tails are used as weapons, as rud- 
ders, even as springboards and places to 
store food. 

Your friend Jimmy, who gets a thrill out 
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His tail is very important to the pretty little kan- 
garoo rat as he hops around on his large back legs. 


of diving from a springboard into the water, 
isn’t one tenth as remarkable as the little 
water flea (or springtail). This tiny insect 
can jump hundreds of times the length of 
its body. His secret? He pole-vaults using 
his tail as a springboard. To do this, he just 
folds his tail beneath him, then he releases 
it with tremendous force and catapults 
through the air. 

A kangaroo would be a cripple without 
his tail. When he sits up to look about, he 
uses his tail like the third leg of a three- 
legged stool. And that tail really helps him 
get around when he wants to go somewhere. 

The kangaroo’s little namesake, the kan- 
garoo rat, is another one who'd find life 
difficult without his tail. One animal lover, 
who found a kangaroo rat in a trap with its 
tail broken, cut off the tail and found that 
afterward the little fellow often toppled 
over when he tried to jump. 

Ask your friend Jimmy whether he thinks 
porcupines are dumb. Chances are he'll say, 
“Oh, sure.” Maybe the porcupine’s IQ isn’t 
very high, yet when he’s coming down a 
tree (he always comes down backward), 
he tests his footing by moving his tail about 
and tapping the bark to see how safe the 
path ahead is. That seems pretty clever to us. 

If Jimmy’s an athlete, ask him how he'd 
like to compete with the pocket gopher. 
This little chap often runs backward, with 
his tail arched in a curve and the tip touch- 
ing the ground to explore the path he’s 
traveling. 

Tails can be used as weapons too. If you 

To page 18 
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MY BIBLE 


Poetry Award 


By ALLAN JOHNSTON, Age 10 
Cleveland, Ohio 


I have a little Bible 
So very bright and new, 

1 won it in my Sabbath school. 
| wish you had one too. 


I've studied hard the lessons 
And tried to learn the way 
That Jesus would have me to go, 

So | won't go astray. 





THE DISOBEDIENCE SCAR 


True-Story Award 


By RUSSELL LLOYD, Age 11 
Olympia, Washington 


One day when I was four years old daddy 
asked Nelly and Bob and me to weed the 
garden. But instead of doing what we were 
told we went over to where my grandpa, 
mother, and little sister, Nancy, were clean- 
ing out an old well. They were using an A- 
frame to help them lift the rubbish out of 
the well. 

My mother saw the A-frame start to fall. 
She shouted, but could not make us hear. 
Nelly and Bob heard a crack, and the next 
thing, that A-frame hit me on the back of 
the head. 

My father took me up to the house and 
bandaged my head. I didn’t go to the hos- 
pital, because he was a Red Cross instructor. 

The wound healed soon, but the scar re- 
mained a long time to remind me of my dis- 
obedience. 
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CHINA CAT 
First Art Award 
By SHARON SAMUELSON, Age 14 


Burlington, lowa 


IT PAYS TO OBEY 


True-Story Award 
By GLENDA ROBERTSON, Age 13 


Palmyra, Pennsylvania 


One summer in 1955 my two cousins, a 
friend of mine, and I wanted to race to see 
who would win going around the block. 

There were only two bikes and four of us. 
We had been distinctly told not to have 
two on a bike, but we did anyway. Two of 
us went one way and two the other. 





Dianne hauled me. On the way down a 
hill we hit a stone which knocked us off 
balance and we fell. 

When we got up Dianne’s bike was all 
crooked. She looked up at me and said, “Giz, 
{that is my nickname] your head is bleed- 
ing. 

I felt my head, not believing her, but sure 
enough there was a cut about one and one- 
half inches above my left eye. 


Believe me, that taught me a good lesson 
obedience! 





LORD, LEAD US ALWAYS 


Poetry Award 


By BERTHA MILLS, Age 13 
East Jordan, Michigan 


Lord, lead us always through the night, 
Through pain and sorrow, fear and plight, 
Teach us to be kind and true, 
When skies are gray and hearts are blue. 


For in the bright land of tomorrow, 
There will be no pain or sorrow, 
All will be so happy there, 
And never suffer toil or care. 


licensee 


26 PETS AND 6 BABY RATTLERS 


First True-Story Award 


By RONALD SORENSEN, Age 12 
Orosi, California 


One spring day my father and I were fix- 
ing a fence on our ranch in the foothills 
near Orosi, California. While I was pound- 
ing in a staple a rattlesnake came slithering 
toward me. My father told me to run to the 
house and get a can big enough to put it in 
so we could keep it. 

I grabbed an empty garbage can with a 
lid and we used that. My father picked up 

stick, and though the snake had other 
@.:; it soon found itself in the can. 

It was a diamond-backed rattler about 
three feet long. We thought it was a female 
because its rattlers came to a point. At home 
we put it in an apple box with a wire screen 
in front. 

One morning about a month after we 
caught the snake, mother told me to look in 
the snake box. Guess what I saw? There 


were two little baby snakes that looked 
like their mother but had no rattles—just a 
little button on their tails. After school 
there were three more baby rattlers in the 
box. I called my mother and father and my 
cousins came just then and as we watched 
we saw a baby rattlesnake born. 

At first the new baby was all curled into 
a ball. Then it straightened out and began 
to crawl around like the rest of the little 
ones. The babies were about six inches long 
and about the size of lead pencils. We made 
a larger box for them with a screen too and 
glass front so we could watch them better. 

The mother snake ate gophers and mice. 
We tried to feed the babies crickets and 
all kinds of bugs, even hamburger, but we 
never saw them eat anything except once 
when one of them ate a baby mouse. 

The public school near us was having a 
carnival. We were asked to bring our snakes. 
About 300 people paid 10 cents each to see 
them. Everyone wanted to see the baby rat- 
tlers so the school made $30. Within eight 
or nine months all the baby rattlers were 
dead. 

Rattlesnakes crawl out of their skins or 
shed them twice a year. They add one rattle 
each time they get a new skin. 

We caught two more rattlesnakes to put 
in the snake box. They are both males. The 
larger one is about fifty inches long and 
has eleven rattles. Some have been broken 
off. We keep the snake box in our back 
yard under the sycamore trees. 

My other pets are six dogs, five cats, one 
coon, one skunk, one horse, five goldfish 
and some carp, and seven parakeets. 








A FORD 
First Art Award 
By CLAUDE WILTSHIRE, Age 14 
Christchurch, New Zealand 
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When Sally Pushed the Clock’s 


By FLORENCE LYBERG Mon | 


~~ looked at the clock hopelessly. 
Why did it take so long for the hands to 
go around the dial just once? If only mother 
didn’t make her practice a whole hour every 
day! Certainly a half hour would be enough. 
Oh, how she hated piano lessons anyway! It 
was so much more fun to be outdoors doing 
things she really liked—bicycling, for in- 
stance, or maybe just exploring down around 
the creek not too far from their house. But 
this practicing business! Nothing could 
have seemed worse to Sally, nothing at all. 

The old clock on top of the piano seemed 
pretty unconcerned about the whole situa- 
tion. In fact, its expression never changed, 
not even a little bit when Sally would glare 
at it sullenly, wishing her hour would go 
faster. Sometimes she felt like giving it a 
punch. Maybe if she broke the clock some- 
way, mother would let her by without prac- 
ticing for a few days until she bought an- 
other. 

Of course, the glass over the clock’s face 
was already broken. That had happened 
long ago, maybe when they had moved or 
something. No one seemed to remember. 
But the clock worked fine without the glass 
on the front, and it had been on the piano 
as a practice clock for longer than Sally 
cared to remember. 

Still twenty-five minutes to go! It got 
dark so early this time of year that she 
wouldn’t have much time to play outside 
when she did get through practicing today. 
Really, everything seemed so unfair. Other 
girls didn’t have to stay in and practice their 
piano lessons every day, every day, EVERY 
day. 

Sally stood up and touched the clock’s 
hands. How easily they would move if she 
only pushed them! She could move them 


12 / JUNIOR GUIDE 


ahead just a few minutes maybe, and prob- 
ably no one would realize she had done it. 
There now, she had only fifteen minutes 
more to practice instead of twenty-five! 
Moving the hands just ten minutes wasn’t 
being very bad, was it? 

No, mother didn’t notice at all. In fact, 
the next day when her practice time rolled 
around, Sally decided she would do the same 
thing again. Maybe she could move the 
hands up fifteen minutes this time, which 
would leave her only forty-five minutes to 
practice. Forty-five minutes just didn’t 
seem like such a horribly long time. But 
an hour! Oh, my! 

But it wasn’t quite as much fun as she 
thought it would be to play outside that half 
hour before supper was ready. Somehow 
Sally kept thinking about those stolen fif- 
teen minutes, the fifteen minutes she 
wouldn’t have had if she hadn’t moved the 
hands of the clock. 

But pretty soon it was suppertime, and 
being outdoors had given her the biggest 
appetite. How good the mashed potatoes 
smelled! And what was that mother had in 
the casserole? Vegetable loaf? U-m-m-m, 
tonight she could really eat a lot. Before 
she'd started practicing, Sally had seen the 
huge coconut cake mother was frosting too. 
Everything looked so good! 

After dishes were done, Sally went & 
to her room. She knew she had some laun 
to put away. Mother always laid her clean 
things on the chair in the hall leading to 
the stairway, and Sally was supposed to pick 
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The glass was gone from the clock. Sally moved the 
hands forward and hoped mother wouldn’t find out. 
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them up and put them in the proper places 
in her drawers upstairs. 

Sally lifted the piles of clean clothes 
carefully so nothing would fall as she carried 
them up the steps. There, that was success- 
ful. Now to get everything put away. Socks, 
underclothing, jeans, everything had a place. 
She and mother had worked out a plan when 
they first got the chest of drawers, and Sally 
had been very consistent in sticking to that 
plan. After all, it was so much easier to 
find things when they were always in the 
same places. 

There'd be a little time to read before 


she must get ready for bed. She picked up 
her latest book, The Day I Visited Grandma, 
and settled down comfortably. Opening the 
cover, she noticed the words, “To Sally on 
her 11th birthday. Love from Mother and 
Daddy.” Yes, mother and dad were very 
nice to her, really. Even the piano lessons 
were meant to be something she would en- 
joy, she guessed. 

Then it was nine o'clock and time for 
bed. It was always so hard to get up in 
the morning! Seven o'clock rolled around 
pretty fast, it seemed. So, on with the pa- 
jamas, and she must say her prayers yet too. 

But when she came to the part where she 
usually said, “Forgive me for my sins,” Sally 
stopped. How could she pray for God to 
forgive her when she expected to set the 
clock hands up again tomorrow? An hour 
was just too long to practice! No, she just 
couldn’t pray for forgiveness, not when she 
wasn't really sorry for what she’d done. 

Sally turned off the light and got into 
bed without finishing her prayer. Maybe it 
wasn't sO important to pray every night. 
God would take care of her anyway, 
wouldn’t He? 

Somehow things didn’t seem just right 
though. She’d always said her prayers be- 
fore, and it was kind of hard going to sleep 








without doing it tonight. Maybe she was 
even being a little unfair to her parents, too, 
when they trusted her to do the right thing. 
Mother and dad always did so much for her. 
That laundry she had just put away had 
taken a lot of mother’s time, and even the 
birthday book showed they loved her. 

Sally tried to forget about things like 
that. She didn’t like piano lessons, and she 
wasn’t going to practice an hour every day. 
So there! 








THE PATIENT SPINNER 


By EMILY MAY YOUNG 


A busy little spider 
Spun a silver thread, 

And made a lacy wheel 
That hung above my head. 


It cost him quite a struggle 

To make that home complete, 
Where he waited eagerly 

For luscious flies to eat. 


A gray and frisky squirrel 
Soon tore the web away, 
But the patient, tireless spider 
Spun another web that day. 


When I try to do a thing 

And my efforts seem in vain, 
Remembering the spider 

| try and try again. 





But somehow it wasn’t as easy to forget. 
Even her bed had been made up clean and 
fresh for tonight, and her room had that 
just-polished look. Oh, yes, Sally usually 
made her bed in the mornings and picked 
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up her own clothes, but she never paid 
much attention to the details. It was mother 
who always saw that she had clean sheets, 
that her furniture didn’t get too dusty, and 
that her library books were put out where 
she would see them and get them back be- 
fore a fine was due. And it was dad who al- 
ways helped her oil her bike so it wouldn't 
get rusty, taught her how to play baseball 
even though she was a girl, and handed her 
the weekly allowance of 50 cents. 

Of course, she realized she was supposed 
to get in her daily practice, too, before she 
was eligible for that allowance. Moving the 
clock hands ahead ten minutes yesterday, 
and then fifteen minutes today did make 
her feel kind of sneaky. She probably hadn't 
really earned her allowance for this week. 
Oh, well, she wouldn’t get the allowance 
until Sunday anyway, and this was only 
Thursday. 

She snuggled down again. This time she 
would just make herself go to sleep. After 
all, she hadn’t done anything so very wrong. 
Lots of girls, and boys too, did things much 
worse than pushing clock hands ahead a few 
minutes. 

But she couldn’t sleep. And besides that, 
she could hear mother downstairs softly 
playing the piano. That only reminded 
Sally of her own practice period when she'd 
tried to get away with less than her sched- 
uled hour. Mother was playing “At the End 
of a Perfect Day,” and daddy was humming 
the tune, probably from his easy chair where 
he was reading the newspaper. Well, she 
did have a pretty nice family, and every- 
thing seemed so calm and peaceful usually. 
But it wasn’t that way tonight. It might be 
the end of a perfect day for mother and 
dad but it certainly wasn’t for her. 

Maybe tomorrow she should start making 
up the time she had stolen so she could 
play outdoors. My, that meant she would 
have to practice her whole hour, plus the 
stolen twenty-five minutes too. If she made 
it up before Sunday when her allowance 
was due, that meant she had only Friday's 
practice period to do it in since she didn’t 
practice on Sabbath. Oh, but she could 
never make up twenty-five minutes extra 
all at once, especially not on Friday when 
she had her bath to take before sundown, 
her hair to wash, and her shoes to polish. 
What could she do? 

It seemed a long, long time before Sally 
decided she’d better tell mother about it 
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after all. Maybe mother would have some 
idea to help her make it right. Then maybe 
she could get Sunday’s allowance honestly 
after all. It would certainly be a lot better 
than taking the 50 cents when she wasn’t 
actually entitled to it. 

Mother came up as soon as she called. 
It was a little hard for Sally to admit what 
she’d done, but the words finally came tum- 
bling out. Mother put her arm around Sal- 
ly’s shoulders. 

“Well, dear, I’m very glad you have told 
me. Naturally I’m disappointed that you 
would be dishonest, but I don’t believe you 
will do anything like this again. Sometimes 
it takes a mistake for us to realize how awful 
it is to be dishonest. In the end it doesn’t 
pay, does it?” mother said. 

“I know,” sobbed Sally, “because now I’ve 
got my whole hour to practice, plus the 
other twenty-five minutes, and that’s worse 
than it was before!” 

“Well, dear, you can make up your time 
Sunday morning before daddy gives you 
your allowance,” mother said. “Meantime, 
I think we ought to kneel down by your 
bed and ask God's forgiveness now that you 
have made things right with me. God loves 
us very much and is happy when we see our 
mistakes, confess them, and decide to do bet- 
ter next time. He is always ready and wait- 
ing to forgive us for every wrong that we 
have made right to the best of our ability.” 

As mother and Sally knelt down the 
same old feeling came over Sally that she 
had every night when she said her prayers. 
She was so thankful for her mother, her dad, 
her home, and yes, maybe even for the 
piano. Now she could feel right about talk- 
ing with Jesus. She knew He would forgive 
her since she had made up her mind never 
to cheat on her practice time again. 





From Indian Fighter to Saint 
From page 5 


board and opened it. Clean papers. Every- 
thing in order. Dad was almost in tears. 
Sophia had a big iron pot of potato soup 
ready to eat. A pan of biscuits had just been 
taken from the oven. She had made some 
brown sugar syrup. It was unbelievable that 
two small hands could have accomplished so 
much in one short day. Bill paid her, and 
asked her if she could return again on the 
morrow, and every day till the house was 


in order. He had some money saved up, he 
said, and thought he could not spend it bet- 
ter. 

In two weeks the place was as it used to 
be when Bill was a boy. And in a month he 
had persuaded the young widow to come 
and keep not only his house but his heart 
as well. 

From that day there began a life together 
that was to bear fruit for everlasting life. 
For Sophia was as clean in her heart as she 
was in her housekeeping. She convinced 
he ought to make religion a part of his 
life. 

“Billy,” she said, “I could not dream of 
marrying again unless you agreed that we 
should have some kind of religion in our 
home. I would not dare to rear my little 
girls without God. I would feel I was cheat- 
ing them out of something I owed to 
them.” 

“So you would, Sophia,” he answered. 
“Maybe that is what makes you so different 
from the other girls around here. Maybe 
that is what I liked in you from the first 
time I saw you.” She smiled at him. 

“I don’t know, except that I can’t see how 
anyone could live all his life and not pray 
or read the Bible.” 

They lived on at the old home for a while 
after they were married. Then Bill bought 
a farm near the town and started doing car- 
penter work. He farmed on the side and 
Sophia worked like a soldier. It wasn’t long 
till they were doing better than Bill had 
dreamed possible. They made quite a cere- 
mony of putting by a little in the bank every 
time they got money. Sophia’s little girls 
were in school now, and Bill loved them as 
he would his own. Life seemed very sweet. 
Then, one day, a new carpenter came on the 
job. 

The men were building a big livery stable 
in the village and it was so big that several 
new men were hired. This fellow, Carl Pet- 
tingill, worked right beside Bill, and Bill 
was strangely attracted to him. 

One Friday afternoon they were up on the 
roof, working on the rafters. Bill never for- 
got that day as long as he lived. The sun 
was about to go down. Carl stopped ham- 
mering and looked off toward the west. 

“Look at that sun!” he exclaimed, and his 
voice seemed to tremble. “Look at it! It’s 
about to set!” 

“What of that?” said Bill. “Isn’t that what 
suns do? I mean, isn’t that what our sun has 
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done every day since the beginning of time?” 

Carl turned to him. 

“You may think I am crazy,” he said, “but 
when that sun goes down, the Sabbath be- 
gins. I was raised to keep the Sabbath as it 
is taught in the Bible and I guess a fellow 
never quite gets over it. I have an awful feel- 
ing when I see the sun go down on Friday 
night, and I’m not keeping the Sabbath.” 

Bill stopped and looked at the man in 
surprise. 

“I never knew but one person who kept 
Saturday,” he said, “and that was a girl. Oh, 
she was about fourteen or thereabouts out 
in Leadville, Colorado. I tried to talk her 
out of it, but let me tell you she was full of 
Bible verses. She said she had been taught 
to keep the Sabbath and she wouldn't let 
anyone stop her from keeping the day. 
Folks made a lot of fun of her but it didn’t 
make a bit of difference. She kept the Sab- 
bath just the same.” 

“She would,” Carl said. “If I had the cour- 
age, I would keep it too, for it is right. Bill, 
I wish you could see what my mother did. 
She would cook on Friday, and we had the 
finest food on Sabbath you ever put your 
teeth into. On Friday night we used to have 
worship—that means we prayed together 
as a family. Then we got around the organ 
and Charlotte, my sister, played and we all 
sang. It was a little bit of heaven. If dad 
and mother were alive and knew I was 
breaking the Sabbath, it would kill them. 
I know it would.” 

“If I believed a thing was as right as that,” 
Bill declared, “and if I felt the way you do, 
I'd do it if it took the last possession I 
owned.” 

Carl turned to him. 

“Would you keep it if you believed it, 
Bill?” he asked. “Would you?” 

“Of course I would,” Bill answered. “I 
think a fellow is weak to go against what 
he thinks is right. I think everyone ought to 
live the way he thinks is right and good. 
That’s what makes a fellow live at peace 
with himself.” 

Carl shook his hammer at Bill playfully. 

“All right, Bill. Don’t you forget what 
you said. Just don’t forget it.” 

“I won't,” Bill said, picking up a nail. 
“But what of it?” 

“Just this, Bill. I want you to come to 
my house and I'll show you why I know for 
sure that the seventh day is the Sabbath. I 
know it as well as I know my own name. 
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And I know some other things so wonder- 
ful they almost scare you.” 

“I will be glad to listen,” Bill said. “But 
I won't promise to go all overboard, like 
you seem to be. For if Sabbath is not impor- 
tant enqugh for you to keep, you must not 
believe it very much.” 

“I know it sounds crazy,” Carl agreed. 
“And it’s weak to believe something and not 
do it. But I believe a lot of things I don’t do. 
I know it’s wrong to smoke. I know it’s bad 
on a fellow, but I do it, even though I've 


been taught since I was knee-high to a-~ 


grasshopper that it is hard on a person's 
health. But a fellow lets his conscience get 
sort of hardened till he can push it aside 
and most folks don’t know he’s bothered. 
But I am bothered, and no joke, Bill. I’m 
bothered all the time.” 

“Well, believe me, if I was bothered like 
that, I'd get me a little peace of mind, I 
would,” said Bill. “A little matter of keep- 
ing a day—hah. I'd keep it if it bothered me 
like this not to keep it. You couldn’t hire me 
to go around with a worm at my core, like 
that.” 

“You just wait, Bill,” Carl said. “You just 
wait, and I'll see if you are strong. I will 
show you, plain as the nose on your face, that 
that little girl back there in Colorado was 
mighty strong and brave.” 

It was a week before Carl came with an 
invitation. 

“My wife says for you, Sophia, and the 
girls to come to supper next Friday night,” 
he told Bill. “You know my wife’s not like 
me. She hasn’t given up as I have. She still 
keeps the Sabbath, and she’s proud that | 
want to show you the way even though I 
haven't got the will power to step out -my- 
self. Can you come Friday?” 

That night Bill told Sophia about the in- 
vitation. She laughed merrily. “Why, Bill, 
I never heard of anything so funny. Keeping 
Saturday! It would seem so strange, like 
keeping Wednesday, or planting corn in 
the winter, or wearing a nightgown to a 
corn husking!” 

“It's not as foolish as you think it is, 
Sophia. I heard of the Sabbath once before. 
I knew a little girl out in Colorado.” And 
Bill told Sophia of the girl, Mamie, and 
how she kept Saturday even though the 
whole boarding house laughed at her. He 
told her how she had bested him in an argu- 
ment, young as she was. 

“Well, let’s go, and see what they have to 
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say,’ Sophia said. “But I am sure that if we 
see our pastor, he'll straighten things out 
in a hurry.” She smiled up at Bill, with an 
assurance he did not feel. 

“Don’t bank on it, honey,” he said. “You 
might ke like me. You may have the wind 
taken out of your sails. There are other things 
to take into account that you haven’t reck- 
oned on.” 

Carl welcomed Bill and Sophia at the 
door and ushered them into a pretty living 
room. From here they could see into the 
dining room where the table was all set, 
with a starched white tablecloth and pretty 
dishes and a bowl of roses in the middle. 

A pretty little girl came in and hid be- 
hind her mother’s dress, just peeping out at 
the guests. They sat down while Mrs. Pet- 
tingill finished putting the supper on the 
table. The little girl climbed up on Carl's 
lap and pulled his head down and whis- 
pered in his ear. He smiled. 

“Carla just asked me if you keep ‘ze 
Sabbaf,’” he explained to Bill and Sophia. 
He turned back to the little girl. 

“Why don’t you ask them?” he said, a 
humorous smile on his face. She hid her 
pretty face. “I'll wait,” she said softly. 

Then Mrs. Pettingill called them to the 
table. Bill and Sophia were charmed when 
tiny Carla folded her small hands and asked 
the blessing. They wished then they had 
brought their own small girls, instead of 
leaving them to be cared for by a neighbor. 

Later, on the way home, both of them 
were silent. They had almost reached the 
house when Sophia spoke up suddenly. 

“Bill.” 

“What, honey?” 

“They are right.” 

“I know it.” 

“What are you going to do about it?” 

Bill turned to her. 

“What are you going to do about it, 
honey?” He had an odd way often of an- 
swering a question by asking a question. 

She laughed briefly. 

“Why, Bill, I told Mrs. Pettingill I was 
coming over this week so she could tell me 
how to begin, and how to keep the Sab- 
bath. And, honey: ] 

“Yes, dear?” 

“There is more to this than just the Sab- 
bath. Why, they believe the Lord is coming 
soon. And do you know, they don’t drink 
coffee or tea or...” 

“I know, Sophia. They don’t even eat 





MEMORY VERSES FOR SECOND 
QUARTER 


1. “And there was war in heaven: Michael and 
his angels fought against the dragon; and the dragon 
fought and his angels, and prevailed not; neither was 
— - found any more in heaven” (Revelation 
12:7, 8). 


2. “Blessed be the most high God, which hath de- 
livered thine enemies into thy hand” (Genesis 14:20). 

3. “The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous 
man availeth much” (james 5:16). 


4. “Dread not, neither be afraid of them. The 
Lord your God which goeth before you, he shall 
fight for you” (Deuteronomy 1:29, 30). 


5. “By faith the walls of Jericho fell down, after 
they were compassed about seven days” (Hebrews 
11:30). 


6. “Take heed, and beware of covetousness: for 
a man’s life consisteth not in the abundance of the 
things which he possesseth” (Luke 12:15). 


‘ A “Hitherto hath the Lord helped us” (1 Samuel 
Az). 


8. “There is no restraint to the Lord to save by 
many or by few” (1 Samuel 14:6). 

9. “The Lord that delivered me out of the paw 
of the lion, and out of the paw of the bear, he will 


deliver me out of the hand of this Philistine” (1 
Samuel 17:37). 


10. “Be not afraid nor dismayed by reason of 
this great multitude; for the battle is not your’s, but 
God’s” (2 Chronicles 20:15). 


11. “Fear not: for they that be with us are more 
than they that be with them” (2 Kings 6:16). 


12. “Be strong and courageous, be not afraid nor 
dismayed . . . : with us is the Lord our God to 
help us, and to fight our battles (2 Chronicles 
32:7, 8). 

13. “And they shall fight against thee; but they 
shall not prevail against thee; for | am with thee, 
saith the Lord, to deliver thee” (Jeremiah 1:19). 








meat. Isn’t it strange? Maybe she’d give you 
the recipe for that roast. It tasted wonder- 
ful.” 

“You know,” he went on after a pause, 
“I think that if the two of us went to the 
contractor, we could get the Sabbath off. I'm 
going to have to work on Carl.” Then he 
began to laugh. 

“Isn't it strange, Sophia, the little things 
that change our lives? If that girl in Colo- 
rado had not half convinced me, I would 
have thought Carl was a real crackpot when 
he started talking about the Sabbath. But I 
was prepared, so in one evening I have de- 
cided to keep it. And you have too, Sophia.” 

“Well, I figure if it’s the truth, and if it’s 
in the Bible, I don’t see why anyone has to 
quibble. I thought I would go and see the 
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minister of our church, but I know now it 
wouldn’t be a bit of use.” 

A few weeks later Bill and Sophia were 
baptized in a pretty stream on the edge of 
town. The church members on the bank 
sang songs. When Bill came out of the 
water, they were singing, “Just as I am, 
without one plea.” 

Then came a happy surprise for Mrs. 
Pettingill. Carl had asked Bill and Sophia 
not to tell her. But he came out of the tent 
they had pitched for the men to dress in and 
his wife did not notice who it was till she 
heard the minister say, in the beautiful 
baptismal ritual: 

“My dear Brother Carl Pettingill, be- 
cause you have accepted Christ as your Sav- 
iour, I now rebaptize you . . .” 

It may have seemed strange, but little 
Mrs. Pettingill whirled around and looked 
toward the water with tears streaming down 
her sweet face. 

“Oh, Carl, oh, Carl,” she cried, “dear 
Carl, I am so—so—glad.” 

When he came up out of the water there 
wasn’t a person there who was not weeping 
for joy. Not a soul. 

And, oh, my, how those two couples got 
together and worked for souls! Bill and his 
wife started a Sabbath school right in their 
home, and it wasn’t long till there was a 
church in that place. 

It all dated back to a girl, a junior girl, 
who was far from a church. All alone and 
poor, she let her light shine, and she was 
proud and glad to do so. She will not know 
till the day when the great book is opened 
—opened by angel hands. The deeds of the 
good will “shine as the brightness of the 
firmament,” and “as the stars for ever and 
ever.” 





Animals Do Amazing Things 
With Their Tails 
From page 9 
and Jimmy were hiking in Africa and saw 
a monitor lizard, you’d be smart to leave 
him alone. For if you became too friendly, 
this four-or-five-foot lizard might swing his 
powerful tail around and whip you. Alli- 
gators and crocodiles can give terrific blows 
with their tails too. Sometimes they knock 
an animal senseless this way. 
A scorpion has a poisonous sting in the 
tip of its tail and uses it to paralyze smaller 
creatures before it eats them. The sting ray 
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can inflict a serious wound with the poison- 
Ous stinger in its tail. 

Perhaps the strangest use of a tail is to 
store food. Some animals really do use their 
tails as pantries! They are the lung fish, the 
Gila monster of Mexico, and the fat-tailed 
sheep of Asia Minor and Arabia. The Gila 
stores food there so he can stay in his cool 
burrow during the very hot summers of 
southwestern United States. The fat-tailed 


sheep does it as a precaution against food *.- 


shortage. Sometimes shepherds in the areas 
where these sheep live build little sledges to 
support the tails for they may weigh as 
much as 50 pounds. 

Rats sometimes do amazing things with 
their tails. One observer claims that he saw 
a rat get olive oil from a bottle. The rat, the 
man said, worked its tail down through the 
neck of the bottle, then pulled the tail out 
and licked off the oil. Another man says 
he saw a rat sit on the rim of a pan of milk 
and swish its tail across the surface of the 
milk to scoop up the cream. 

Jimmy surely would be wrong, wouldn't 
he, if he said animals were silly to have tails. 
If he were an animal, he would want a tail 
too. 

If the two of you live where you can 
roam the fields and woods, you'll find study- 
ing animals is a lot of fun. If you can’t do 
this, there are plenty of exciting books 
about animals and their habits that you will 
enjoy reading. 





Escape from Siberia 
From page 8 


man was in the employ of the government 
and had been sent on an inspection mission 
of some kind. John was both amazed and 
amused as he listened. The officer pon- 
dered the information for a few moments. 
Apparently it never occurred to him to ask 
for John’s passport or paper of instructions, 


for after a few minutes he motioned for him * 


to go on. Thankfully, John obeyed. 

As he passed through the streets of the 
next village, an innkeeper called out that 
the sun was setting and invited him to stay 
for the night. But John was not yet ready 
to sleep. The dogs attacked him so fiercely 
that he nearly wore out his second walking 
stick on them. Only a few more miles 
ahead lay the city of Kwanchengtze, where 
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the Russian railway ended, and the Japa- 
nese railway began. He had to be particu- 
larly careful to by-pass that point as the 
guards would be numerous. 

On and on he trudged, right through the 
nignt. The road disappeared, but guided 
by the stars, John pressed steadily south. 
About midnight he saw some carts approach- 
ing across the lonely snow field. They were 
going where he wished to go, so he fol- 
lowed them for several hours, until a small 
town came in sight. 

Limping on torn and bleeding feet, John 
passed through the narrow streets to the 
railway station. His heart leaped for joy as 
he read the name, Changchun, the first 
town on the Japanese line. Even here, how- 
ever, he had to be careful, for the Japanese 
and Russians were allies in the war against 
Germany, and if the Japanese thought that 
John was a deserting Russian soldier, they 
would probably hand him over to the Rus- 
sians. 

His greatest need was to find a place 
where he could quietly rest. He was utterly 
worn out, and felt that he could not walk 
another mile. He had not rested for thirty 
hours. He was tempted to board a train for 
Mukden, but realized that such an act of 
madness would mean instant arrest. Never, 
perhaps, was he nearer to despair than in 
that hour. Where should he go? He lifted 
his heart in prayer to God for guidance. 

Limping along the street he glanced up 
and saw a sign over a doorway. It read 
“British and Foreign Bible Society.” Help 
was at hand. 

(The story will end next week) 


Runaway Star 
From page 3 


Halfway down the block she glanced 
back over her shoulder. To her relief the 
three boys were leaving the vacant lot where 
the horse was tied. 

“Tll get a couple carrots and go back and 
cheer up that poor horse,” she thought, re- 
membering that the horse had always 
seemed to appreciate the good things she 
had brought her before. “Then I'll try to 
find her owner. Maybe he'll move her some 
place where Pow can’t find her. He seems 
to enjoy being mean to animals.” 

The thought came to her that if the owner 
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moved Star to some other place she would 
not be able to see her. It was not a pleasant 
thought. However, she was determined to 
find the horse’s owner. She didn’t know who 
he was, but she remembered something she 
had been told by Mrs. Horton, who lived 
next to the vacant lot where Star was tied. 

“I heard the owner call her Star,’ Mrs. 
Horton had told her. “One time when he 
came to bring her water I asked him where 
he lived and he said on Neal Street. That's 
all I can tell you.” So to Neal Street Karen 
went and began knocking on one door 
after another. “Do you own Star?” she 
would ask the people who came to the door. 
At last she found the man she was looking 
for and told him what Powden and the 
other fellows had been doing. 

“I’m glad you told me about them,” Mr. 
Morris said. “Star is a fine horse, very high 
spirited, and I don’t want her abused. I'll 
have a farm in a few months and I'll move 
her then. But right now . . .” He shook his 
head. “Guess she'll have to stay where she 
is. Maybe the people next door to the lot 
will try to keep the boys away if I ask them.” 

Karen felt very sad on the way home. It 
was evident that Mr. Morris loved his horse 
but he seemed unable to do arything to pro- 
tect her. 

“Something will have to be done right 
away,” she decided. “But what?” She sighed. 

For several more days Karen watched 
Star taking abuse from Pow and his gang. 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference é 


fa) 


Theme for second quarter: "Famous Victories in the Bible" 


I1l—Israel’s Victory Over 


the Amalekites 


(APRIL 18) 


Memory VERSE: “The effectual fervent prayer 
of a righteous man availeth much” (James 5: 
16). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the Israelites’ victory over 
the tribe of the Amalekites as told in Exodus 
17:8-16. Learn the memory verse and review it 
each day as you do your lesson assignment. 


SUNDAY 
The Amalekites Molest God’s Children 


Open your Bible to Deuteronomy 25. 


The Lord had done wonderful things for the 
children of Israel when they left Egypt, where 
they had been sorely oppressed by their mas- 
ters. He had worked a miracle to induce 
Pharaoh to release them. He had pushed back 
the waters of the Red Sea to give them a pas- 
sage across. He had caused Pharaoh’s army, in 
hot pursuit after the company, to be drowned in 
the Red Sea. When the children of Israel arrived 
at Rephidim, however, they allowed themselves 
to become discouraged, and they complained 
bitterly because there was no water to drink. 
They forgot that the God who had performed 
so many miracles to bring them out of Egypt 
and deliver them from Pharaoh’s hand could 
also provide them with water. They voiced their 
complaints to patient, long-suffering Moses, say- 
ing, “Wherefore is this that thou hast brought 
us up out of Egypt, to kill us and our children 
and our cattle with thirst?” (Exodus 17:3). 
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The Lord did provide them with abundant 
water, but they had sinned in doubting Him 
and His care for their every need; and because 
of this He allowed trouble to overtake them. 

He allowed the Amalekites—descendants of 
Esau’s grandson, Amalek, who inhabited the 
northern portion of the Sinai peninsula—to 
molest them. The Amalekites hated the Israel- 
ites and did not want them to pass through 
their land. They vowed that they would ex- 
terminate them. Their methods were cowardly. 
Read how and whom they attacked, in verses 
17 and 18. 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 297, par. 3; p. 298, pars. 1-3. 

THINK! Do you always keep in mind the 
way God has answered your prayers and cared 
for you? 

RESOLVE never to be tempted to doubt God’s 
care for you. 


MONDAY 


A Plan Outlined 
Open your Bible to Exodus 17. 


Something had to be done about the situation. 
The Amalekites would give the marching chil- 
dren of Israel a hard time if they were not 
checked somehow. 

Seeking God’s guidance, Moses worked out a 
plan. Joshua was his right-hand man, fearless 
and brave. He called him and told him what 
they were to do. Read Moses’ plan, in verse 9. 


© 








None of the children of Israel were trained in 
military science. They were totally inexperi- 
enced in battle, but Moses told Joshua to pick 
out some promising men from each tribe and 
prepare them to go against the enemy the next 
day. He himself would go to a hill that over- 
looked the valley where the battle would take 
place, and he would pray for success. When 
morning came, Joshua marshaled his men for 
battle, and as arranged, Moses went to the top 
of the hill. Find whom he took with him, in 
verse 10. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 298, par. 4. 


THINK how this story teaches us that it is 


) @ 285 both to pray and to fight in the 








battles of life. 
RESOLVE never to try to fight your battles 
without prayer. 
TUESDAY 
Victory Through Prayer 
Open your Bible to Exodus 17. 


While the fighting was going on in the valley 
below, Moses was lifting up his arms toward 





heaven, praying for the Israelites to be victori- 
ous. But his arms grew heavy in that position, 
and he would put them down for a rest now and 
then. In verse 11, find what happened when 
he stopped praying and let his arms down. 

God had a lesson to teach in this. We are 
constantly fighting a battle against sin. Satan 
and his evil angels are trying to overcome us. 
Just as long as we keep our hearts lifted up to 
heaven in prayer, we are victorious, but when 
we cease to lift up our hearts in prayer, then 
the enemy overcomes us. 

After a while Aaron and Hur had an idea. 
They saw that Moses’ hands had to be lifted for 
the battle to go right, so they acted upon this 
idea. Read what it was, in verse 12, first half. 


This showed the people that it was their 
duty to support Moses. He could not on his own 
accomplish the great tasks God had set for 
him. They must be behind him, praying with 
him, supporting him in every way possible. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 299, par. 1. 

Tuink! Are you helping those who are lead- 
ing in the work of the gospel by praying for 
them? 


RESOLVE to be a support to all who are doing 
the Lord’s work. 


WEDNESDAY 
Victory for the Israelites 


Open your Bible to Exodus 17. 
So the day wore on. Joshua, with his chosen 


men, was fighting a winning battle in the valley, 
and Moses and Aaron and Hur on the hilltop 
were looking on. Moses’ hands were raised con- 
tinually in an attitude of prayer, while Aaron 
and Hur saw that they were supported and 
would not fall. Look in the last part of verse 12 
and see for how long the battle went on. 


The untrained but willing soldiers’ that 
Joshua was leading may not have seemed a 
match for the experienced marauders of the 


Amalekites, but God was on the side of the 
Israelites. Find what the outcome of the battle 
was, in verse 13. 

“This instance was to be a lesson to all Israel 
to the close of time that God is the strength of 
His people. When Israel triumphed, Moses was 
reaching his hands toward heaven and interced- 
ing in their behalf; so when all the Israel of 
God prevail, it is because the Mighty One under- 
takes their case and fights their battles for 
them. Moses did not ask or believe that God 
would overcome their foes while Israel _ re- 
mained inactive. He marshals all his forces and 
sends them out as well prepared as their facili- 
ties can make them, and then he takes the 
whole matter to God in prayer. Moses on the 
mount is pleading with the Lord, while Joshua 
with his brave followers is below, doing his 
best to meet and repulse the enemies of Israel 
and of God.”—Testimonies, vol. 4, p. 531. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 299, par. 2 

THINK! Do you ever lose battles with tempta- 
tions and trials because you become discouraged 
and cease to pray? 


RESOLVE to keep your heart lifted up in prayer. 


THURSDAY 
A Memorial Is Set Up 


Open your Bible to Exodus 17. 


The day of the battle against the Amalekites 
was a memorable one in the history of Israel’s 
march from Egypt. The brave soldiers following 
Joshua’s lead in the valley and the sight of 
Moses on the hilltop, supported by Aaron and 
Hur, lifting his arms up in continual prayer that 
God would give Israel victory, were sights not 
to be forgotten. God did not want them ever to 
forget how He had cared for them and pro- 
tected them from the wicked children of 
Amalek. Read what He told Moses to do, in 
verse 14, 

This is the first mention of writing in the 
Bible. The Egyptians made a day-by-day record 
of their campaigns in battle, and no doubt 
Moses had learned how to make military records 
in the military schools of Egypt. 

Moses did something else to commemorate 
the victory that God had made possible. Look 
in verse 15 and find what it was. 

If your Bible has a margin with references in 
it, you will find that the meaning of Jehovah- 
nissi is “The Lord my banner.” 

“Thus, the Lord became their standard. While 
in Egypt the Israelites had frequently seen the 
military standards of the Egyptian armies, 
which bore pictorial representations of their 
gods Amen, Ra, Ptah, Sutekh, and others, after 
whom their divisions were named. Giving the 
name ‘the Lord is my standard’ to this altar, 
Moses used familiar language and at the same 
time called attention to the fact that the stand- 
ard of the Lord was more powerful than the 
emblems of the Amalekites. The name ‘Jehovah- 
nissi’ stands for holy boldness.”—The SDA Bi- 
ble Commentary, on Ex. 17:15. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 299, par. 3; p. 300, par 1. 

Tuink! Do you keep in mind the times God 
has given you victory over temptations? 
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Pray to remember always the great things 
God does for you. 


FRIDAY 


WuHo or wuHatT were the following? 
. Rephidim 
. The Amalekites 
. Joshua 
. Aaron 
. Hur 
. Jehovah-nissi 
In what way does this story of victory over 
the Amalekites by the children of Israel help us 
in our battles with sin and temptation? 
Review the memory verse. 
Friday night reading: A. S. Maxwell, 
Bible Story, vol. 2, pp. 146, 147 


Quronde 


The 





Runaway Star 
From page 19 


It was almost unbearable. Star would pull at 
her chain with great force, but it held fast. 
Then she would whinny, as if she were a 
little lost colt, because she could not run 
away from her tormentors. 

Mrs. Horton would stop the boys when 
she was home, but she wasn’t there every 
afternoon. 

Karen tried to reason with Pow, pleading, 
coaxing, and threatening him at various 
times. Nothing seemed to help. 

Then it happened. Karen was in the liv- 
ing room practicing the piano when she 
heard a great uproar outside. Hastily she ran 
to the front porch. 

In the yard next to hers was Star, swiftly 
running back and forth after a terrified boy 
—Pow. He was trying to hide behind the 
trees, the porch, the corner of the house, 
anywhere. But the large horse would quickly 
find him and rear up to strike him with her 
hoofs. He would escape but only by an inch 
or so. No matter where he would run, Star 
would be there in an instant, ready to 
trounce him. The boy’s face was pale, al- 
most white with fear. He called for help, but 
there was no one to help except Karen, and 
she didn’t know what to do. 

“Run to the porch!” she called, then re- 
membered that Pow had made several at- 





tempts to reach the porch but had always 
been blocked by the angry horse. 

“Star! Star! Come here!” Karen shouted. 
“Star, come to me.” 

The horse glanced in her direction. Pow 
made a quick dive onto the small porch. 

“That won't save him,” Karen thought 
wildly. “Star can still reach him. She'll kill 
him.” 

At that moment, Mr. Phillips, a neighbor, 
ran into the yard and grabbed Star’s chain. ’ 
He was a large man, but it was all he could 
do to hold on. 

The horse jerked and pulled, reared up 
on her hind legs and pawed the air. 

It was a struggle but Mr. Phillips man- 
aged to get a firmer grip on the chain. 
“Whoa! Whoa!” he commanded. 

Gradually Star became quieter, yet far 
from gentle. 

Karen went into the yard, and took the 
chain from the man’s hands. 

“She will be all right now,” she assured 
him. “I'll tie her to a tree in our yard.” 

Still quivering, the horse followed and 
permitted Karen to fasten the chain around 
a tree trunk. 

“You must be old friends,” the man said 
with a grin. Then added, “But I don’t think 
she likes that boy very well!” 

Karen looked up in time to see Pow jump 
off the porch and run away as fast as he 
could. 

“You're right,’ she admitted, patting 
Star’s neck. “She likes carrots better. Think 
I'll get some for her right now.” 

But it wasn’t carrots Karen thought about 
on her way to the refrigerator. It was that 
now Star would be safe from cruel treat- 
ment. 

“It's my guess Pow will leave her alone 
after this,” she said to herself. 

It was a good guess. He never bothered 
the horse again. 
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ABA, the Camel, No. 6—By Harry Baerg 
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1. The swift dromedaries or racing camels, like 
Sied’s mother, could carry a man as far as 250 miles 
in 24 hours and they were used as mounts for im- 
portant messengers. 2. Hadji Ali, the camel driver’s 
young son, was often with the camels. One day he 


wanted to learn to ride. When the kneeling camel 
rose hind feet first, he leaned back to keep his 
balance. 3. Then when the camel got up on his 
front feet Hadji Ali would have slid off the back 
if the cantle of the saddle had not held him on. 




















4. Hadji learned that the camel is not guided by a 
bit like a horse, but by just a halter rope that he 
had to pull one way or the other. Some tribes tied 
the rope to the lower jaw. 5. Riders also guide 
camels by pressing their feet on either side of the 


neck and using the almond camel stick. In spite 
of all this the camel most often goes where he 
wants to anyway. 6. Arabs usually sit on their sad- 
dies with one leg around the horn and the other 
locked over that foot. They use stirrup saddles too. 


























7. Whichever way Hadji sat he soon found that 
there was a real art in getting used to the rocking 
gait of a pacing camel. 8. At first it seemed that 
his head was always just about to snap off, but as 
he became accustomed to the camel’s motions and 
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adjusted to them he found that they almost lulled 
him to sleep. 9. By now Ben Aba was four years 
old and Hadji thought it was time to break him to 
ride. A friend led the camel with a rope. Hadji clung 
behind the hump where Ben could not bite him. 








